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The Maid of Lipara. 



WHERE JEolxiSy King of Storms, bad earlier 
reign'd, 
That Ihining ifland of the Tyrrhene Sea, 
Of rocky afpedl, in whofe caverns deep 
He ftored the winds, and bade the tempefts ftay j — 
That ifland where the faint volcano-glare 
Sheds, nightly feen, from fources confluent — 
In the arcana of the earth, profound, — 
With -Etna's feething pit — abode of fire ! 
Where Mulciber,with Cyclops hammering toil'd, — 
Circled in ardent and fulphureous flames — 
At anvils, for the thunderbolts of Jove ! 
Ay, Lipara ! there dwelt a daintie maid, 
Conftantia named j of noble anceftry. 
Tenderly nurtured in the lap of eafc, — 
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4 THE MAID OF LIPARA. 

For fincc the gods were gone, and Lipara's fires 
Blazed upwards, but to lighten, not to fcathe. 
The ifle grew plenteous for the wants of men. 
That time was when the turban'd Saracen 
Held with the Chriftian a divided fway ; — 
A Ampler age, of thought more frefh and free, 
When hearts were hearts, and love a love 

undoubting, 
And when emotion had its priftine play. 
The maid Ihow'd beauty pafBng common praife- 
As though an angel had her mother met ! 
Oval, mild-melting, filken-fringed eyes, 
Whofe placid fheen, as of a glafly lake, 
Betoken'd depths profound, and purity, — 
Whatever the mood, true beacons of her foul ; — 
Slender yet ftrong, and agile as the roe, 
And rounded as the Phidian mafter-piece ; 
Luxuriant trefles, mantling o*er a brow 
Whereon it feem'd the fun, unfetting, fliined, — 
The pride of Lipara, — but none her own ! 
Conftantia reach'd the age contemplative, — 
Not all the prefent, — when a future dawns, 
A land of promife, and illufions fweet 1 
Ere then a child, of brighteft children one. 
She had been joyant, and brim-full of love ; 
She loved her kin, and all of human kind. 
Her doll, gazelle, and petted dogs and doves. 
She kilT'd the flowerets, with endearing words. 
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THE MAID OF LIP A R A. 5 

And took delight in butterfly or bee. 
She loved the moon, the ftars, fea, earth, or (ky, — 
The humped camel, or the graceful horfe. 
The pretty babe, or fqualid beggar bare. 
And, of the wrinkled toad, but faw its eye. 
She had been happy, as the rofes are ! 
Drinking the dew-drop, paying back perfume, — 
But now there came a void within her heart ; 
The loves fhe loved were not enough to love, 
Neither enough for her, to be beloved. 
Her mother loved her fondly, — not enough ! 
She muft have love in love, — herfelf, alone. 

At Lipara they held high feftival 
To vaunt the birthday of the iEolian king, 
Whereat went forth the ifland chivalry, 
In holiday trim, and warlike pageantry, 
For games athletic, and the frolic jouft. 
Conftantia, with her kindred, forward placed, 
In fimple-hearted, girlifh merriment. 
Bred by the changeful motions of the hour, — 
Forgat the hungering void, and look'd, and laugh'd. 
As one uncaring, fave to be amufed. 
Then, in the final jouft, the viftor proven 
Had for his praife the circus to pafs round, 
And yield the guerdon to the faireft/air — 
Martucci Gromito, — reining a milk-white barb 
Of pureft Arab blood, and proudeft pace. 
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6 THE MAID OF LIPARA. 

Conftantia mark'd him diftant — his fierce eye, 
Broad forehead, cluftering hair, and manly form, 
And, in that moment, — knew the void was filled ! 
As one fpell-bound, (he gazed, whilft on he came, 
Bowing and fcanning as he moved along. 
The myrtle wreath in hand, prepared to throw. 
And ilill, fpell-bound, (he gazed, (he knew not 

why. 
To fee him caft the guerdon, — :till now near, 
His fteed, by fright, or by his heel compelled, 
Rear'd and curvetted, — to the fear of moft, — 
Whilft (he, unfcared, yet gazing, faw him bend 
Low, to the girths, — the chaplet on her lap ! 
Up to his eyes fhe look'd, — Martucci look'd. 
And faw the tinftures of her heart fuffufe 
Her delicate cheek — the primogenial blulh ! 
Sprung from its fources for Martucci's fake. 
The efllorefcence of her maidenhood ! 
And then her craving foul was fatisfied. 

Erelong, as lover, brave Martucci came 
To her paternal home, and ardently 
Preferr'd his claim, as vi£lor, for the maid 
To whom he gave the guerdon, — faireft fair ! 
They faid, " He was not noble, was not mate 
For a companion of their royal race. 
Nor wealth enough had he to wed with her." 
Conftantia pleaded^ ** He is my firft love. 
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THE MAID OF LIPARA. 7 

My only love, for him I live or die ; 

Oh ! mother, let me love him — for I muft." 

Martucci, raging, faid, " I'll make me noble, 
The wealth will live to gain, or, filing, perifh ! " 
And fo he rafhly fped, with galliots twain, 
To fcour the feas, and fpoil the Saracen. 
Boldly he ventured, and his fame came back : 
** Rich prizes from the infidel had won, 
And would bring home an argofy of gold/* 

The while Conflantia languifh'd, in fond hopes, — 
Dreaming one dream, awaking flill to dream, 
Negle£ling much her pets and playful taiks. 
For now her loves concentrated in one. 

But bold Martucci overflrain'd his aim 1 
And, by a day, too long delayed return. 
The Saracen in double flrength came forth. 
His convoy intercepted, and o'ercame. 
And, with him, took it to the Afric fhore. 

The triflful tidings fafl to Liparaflew; — 
The maiden heard but this — ** Martucci dead ! " 

Then was love dead to fweet Conflantia ! 
She moved in light unwitting of the light ; 
The flars were cruel, and the moon but (ad. 
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The funihine did not warm, the earth a blank 
Of all aiFe£lions, creatures, colours all. 
The fabric had its lovely form preferved, 
Albeit the ghoftly habitants were gone ! 
She could not weep becaufe there were no tears 
Left in the outfhed fountains of her heart; 
Weary with wearinefs no reft could cure, 
She wander'd hither, thither, as in dark, 
Her beauteous eyes wide open, day or night. 

And yet the world wags on its wonted way ; 
The portals open'd, revellers came and went 
One night, Conftantia, foul-fick utterly. 
Covering her head in the mantilla fold, 
MixM with the parting guefts, among them forth ! 
Out, out fhe glided, thinking, dolefully, 
** I have no home, for me the wide, wide world ; 
Night is as day, and day to me as night. 
Let Nature do with me as Nature will/* 
And on fhe flitted through the iinuous ftreets, 
Narrow, obfcure and fteep, and ftony-rough. 
Until fhe knew the dawn ; and, as the fun 
Uprofe, fhe faw the ftrand, and out beyond 
The fea,^and, on the ftrand, a fifher's (kiflP, 
Made ready for the labours of the day. 

With automatic fkill, (he loofed the boat, 
Unfhipp'd the rudder, threw adrift the oars. 
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THE MAID OF LIPARA, 9 

And pufh'd away. The wind blew off the 

(hore, 
The fail was fet, and bore its burthen on, — 
The freight a thinking, dormant cKryfalid, — 
To the dread hazard of the waters wild. 

Conftantia knew it all, — not wifely knew, 
But as fynthetic with her fantaiies ; 
And thus far, happy was (he, — for (he faid, 
** Am I not defolate, — withouten hope, 
So whither in the finite can I go ? 
If earth to me is nought, there is the fea. 
And it may bear me to Martucci's foul." 
Along the boat, recumbent, looking to 
The fky, by this time brightening into day, 
She had one thought alone, — that thought,— Mar- 

tucci. 
She faw, by fancy pictured, his firft fmile 
When he beftowed the guerdon ; his hot look 
Of fcorn, of anger, of fruftrated love, 
When he was deemed unworthy j his wide cheft 
Heaving with furious f^orm, and all for her ! 
Heroic features caft in Grecian mould, 
Shoulders Herculean touch'd by curly locks, 
His ftature that rear'd upwards, like a god ; 
And, in the ecftafy, her grief forgot. 

Apace the fkiff is wandering with the wind. 

A 2 
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The moon has mounted, and the ftars fhine out. 
Conftantia, with her ever-open eyes, 
Stars unto ftars ! beheld them, unfurprifed, 
Thinking they look'd, and fpake, and lighted 

her. 
As a pure foul, foaring in aether clear, — 
A dream upon the ocean floated fhe ! 
A pearl fo perfedled, fo dear to heaven, 
A miracle was granted for her fake, — 
Two feraphs hovering o'er the fragile ark. 
Fanning its puny canvas volantly. 

The hours depart uncounted, and the maid 
Lapfing, unnourifhM, faint, and comatofe. 
Fell into trance, — tranflated inftantly ! 
She, with her loved Martucci, lived in heaven. 
He to an angel changed, with fapphire wings j — 
Upon his breaft her head, his eyes to hers. 
She faid, *' My love, I've come to thee fomeway. 
And much rejoice to find thee anywhere !'* 
She heard the mufic heard amid the fpheres, 
And knew its meaning, — fpeaking to her thus^ — 

" Doubt noty Conjiantiay 

Love does not die^ 
Thy love is reckoned 

In thyfoftejlfigh. 
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THE MAID OF LIPARA, ii 

** Doubt not J Conjiantia^ • 

^hy love is dear 
To the hleji angels 

Ever J ever here. 

'* Doubt noty Conjlantiay 

As mortaly blind^ 
Be thou but conjiantj 

Thou thy love Jhalt find, 

" Doubt noty Conjlantiay 

If grieved thy life^ 
Be thoujiill conjianty 

Yet wilt thou be wife?* 

Supernal ftrains yet founding in her foul, 
Conftantia felt a foft encircling arm 
Her from her haplefs refting-place remove ; — 
Stranded the miracle-boat in little bay 
Nigh Syrtis Minor gulph. 

'^ What are you, dear ? 
Whence came you, pretty child ?" fpake Caraprefa, 
Fondling the wondrous waif maternally, — 
For Caraprefa was of Chriftian race 
Of Trapani native, and by garb (he knew 
The damfel muft have drifted from afar. 
At break of morn fhe came to meet the fifhers, 
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On whom, as flave, flie waited. '* Pretty dear ! 
Speak, for thy language is, I think, as mine." 
Conftantia, looking into fpace fome while, 
Moan'd out at laft, " I know not — leave me here." 
Then Caraprefa, grown compaflionate. 
Bore the fubmiffive maid with hafte unto 
The ihelter of her cabin, there outftretch'd 
Upon the fcant bed laid her, fitting by. 
Admired her gazing eyes, much wondering 
To fee fuch beauty in fuch wretchednefs ; 
Gave her fome fimple food, as nurfe would do 
To infant, — filent watch'd and watch'd until 
The bright orbs clofed, and fweet Conftantia flept. 
A long, long fleep ! Long Caraprefa watch'd 
To fee thofe eyes re-open, for fhe thought 
** Perchance it endeth in the fleep of death." 
The angels came about the couch and fmiled 
On wizen'd Caraprefa, waiting there, — 
For though fhe faw them not, (he knew they fmiled. 
As the night wanderer notes the ftreak of morn. 
So that poor watcher faw the fringed lids 
Uplift to light and life ; rejoicing greatly j — 
'* Sweet, pretty pet, I welcome thee anew, 
Thou haft been fl umbering, and I wi(hed thee 

wake." 
Conftantia, as in vifion, with no fight, — 
** Where am I now, and who art thou fo kind ?" 
** Thou ^rt near Sufa, of the Afric land, 
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THE MAID OF LIPARA. 13 

Poor Caraprefa I." — ^Then raifing her, 

She laved her gently, comb'd her flowing hair, 

Chafed her white, velvet hands, and tiny feet, 

Carefully clothed her, muttering timoroufly, 

** She is a princefs — ^whence fuch lovelinefs ? 

She is an angel, fair and beautiful. 

What (hall I do to guard her from reproach, — 

Save her from infidel clutch, and luftful look?" 

Then turned her thoughts to heaven for help and 

light. 
Continuing, — ** Now know I what to do, — 
To good Alathiel take her,— if (he will." 

Alathiel, a fair Moflem dame high-born, 
Wealthy, life-wearied by a broken love. 
Retired to Sufa, (he had there devifed 
Afylum merciful for maidens meek, 
Guiding the effluent energies of youth 
In ways of virtue, and induftrious arts, — 
A quiet, calm feclufion, where no man 
Muft dare to enter. 

Caraprefa faid. 
Mumbling her reverie, as beldams do ; — 
" Left fhe fhould flee, — FU keep her as a bird 
(The bird this Peri, and my hut the cage)." 
So Caraprefa, comforting the maid 
With fuch fparfe fuccours as the pooreft have. 
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14 THE MAID OF LIPARA, 

Went out to reckon with her mafters rough, — 
Locking her door, fcreening the window, clofe, — 
And came again at ev'entide, and found 
Conftantia fitting, tranquil and forlorn, 
Her fplendent eyes wide-looking to no-where, — 
And faid, " My dear, wilt thou not with me go ?" 
*' Having no home, (hall I not wend with thee ? — 
Having no home, my home is anywhere." 
Then, in the ftillnefs of the murky night, 
The fifhers gone to fea, the land at hufh. 
Kind Caraprefa wrapp'd her, led her out, 
And, oft fupporting, fomewhiles carrying her, 
Help'd by a market-cart that fought the town, — 
To Sufa* brought her, — to Alathiel's haven ; — 
Sufa a city opulent and gay. 
With frowning fortrefs on a craggy fteep, — 
Acrofs that (hore where Titan Atlas lifts, 
Transformed to mountain vaft, his mighty back, — 
Doom'd to uphold the firmamental fphere. 

It was the early hour when fleep with moft 
Is weak, or over, and when cries and raps 
Are heard, but fright not ; fo Alathiel heard, 
Obferying that the hour was break of day. 
Saying to her maidens, " Fear not, I'll defcend." 
Soon, through the lattice-bars, in grey-eyed light, 

♦ Ancient Adrumetum. 
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THE MAID OF LIPARA, 15 

Alathiel fcann'd the matron and the maid, 
Gave patient ear to Caraprefa's pleading, 
Then, moving bolts and bars, vsrith tremulous hand 
Open'd the jealous door, and bade them in. 

And when Alathiel mark'd the feared eyes 
Of loft Conftantia, watch'd her 'witching ways, 
Heard her weird words of woe, — unblaming any — 
Noted her beauty, and her air of grace, — 
Learning the moft of the romantic tale — 
She added love to chaften'd charity 
Towards the ftrange fea-waif, and neiUed her, 
To foothe her, night or day, with comfortings ; 
Saying to the maidens, " Give her tender fpeech, 
And folace her in aught (he hath to do." 
For when Alathiel aflced her whence fhe came, 
She only faid, ** I know not, I'm Conftantia ; . 
There was a world I lived in, but 'tis gone ; 
The people in it were both good and cruel, 
And now 'tis paft, I know not where I am." 

Conftantia with the maidens fate, their queen, 
In virtue of her faintly influence. 
E'en as its fragrance makes us blefs the flower ; — > 
She had a charm upon her, from the fkies, 
Surpailing reafon, having reafon none \ 
The favourite of a benignant ftar. 
She, by a look, could warm the frigid heart 
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And quicken it to impulfe ; (he would work 
Among the diligent fifters fllently, 
Yet with the art to win their reverence ; 
Embroider'd well, and wove the endlefs web, 
And plaintive ditties warbled to the moon. 
Liftening their goflip, fhe fo fmiled and gazed, — 
They read it for the language of the foul. 
She had their love, in love with no reftraint, 
But in fome awe of her, as heaven-born. 

Juft then the King of Tunis and that land, — 
The fage and prudent Mariabdela, — 
By a Granadan prince was hardly prelT'd, 
On a difputed title to his throne. 
Martucci Gomito, a captive, pined 
At Tunis ; he had heard the news, and thought 
A thought that, aAed, promifed liberty. 
He by the warders being favoured there. 
As one of gracious manners, noble traits. 
Said to his. gaoler — ** Let me fee your chief." 
Then to the matter boldly he.outfpoke, 
** I pray that you do take me to the King ; 
Tell that the ftratagem I would propofe 
Shall, by adoption, give him viilory." 
The mafter bore that mefiage, and eftfoons 
Into the royal prefence render'd him. 
" I thank thee for this gift of grace, O King ! 
Would crave thine hearing to my ftratagem." 
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THE MAID OF LIPARA. 17 

The King, — ** Proceed, we have our ears to hear." 

** Thou counteft on thine archers, — fo thy foe; 

And more, they argue that, their arrows flown, 

Yours will they have to follow ; — order then, 

With utmoft privity to lateft hour, 

More fine than theirs, your bowftrings to be made, 

Your arrow-flits the fame, — to fit the ftring 5 

Refrain, whilft they, elate, their quivers void, 

Then, like a hailftorm pelting, loofe your ihafts ! 

Soon will they find your narrow-mouthed darts 

Rcfufe their bowftrings — ^whilft your archers {hoot. 

Doubly fupplied, their arrows in return : 

A panic in their hearts furprife (hall breed. 

Then, royal fir, thou haft but to purfue/' 

" 'Tis well," quoth Mariabdela, — " fee thou to it ! 

And, at the battle, ftand thou by my fide. 

If viftory follow, \ will fay 'tis thine. 

Thou flialt high honour have, and rich reward." 

Martucci formed the archery to his fafliion ; — 

The battle went as, fhrewdly, he forecaft, 

King Mariabdela his foe repulfed 

With flaughter great, and with difperfion wide. 

Donna Alathiel, owning lands at Tunis, 
Was thither fummon'd, to protedl her rights. 
Alathiel loved Confl;antia, — ponder'd thus ; — 
" She is a graceful ftatue, it were well 
To wake it up, — to bring it back to life 
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By fights and founds of ftimulant verities ; — 

Recall her memory to things that were. 

By ftreets and marts, and fprightly circumftance 

Occurring in the genial haunts of men." 

" Dear fofter-child, I now to Tunis part ; 

There fpeed thou with me, that fair city fee." 

'* Mother, I care not, care not whither where — 

Only with thee for ever would I reft." 

Together went they unto Tunis' city, 

Halting betimes at houfe and hoftelrie, 

(Whereat the dame, foreknown, warm welcome 

found,) 
And, as they wended, thofe the maid beheld 
Thought her divine, and bleflfd her on her way. 
Coming to Tunis as the combat ended, — 
For little then was known of diftant things, — 
Alathiel heard that prefently would be 
A royal pomp of triumpli national. 

The ftreets bedizen'd were in rainbow hues, 
That the fantaftic Saracen fancy charm ; 
The people buoyant in their late reprieve 
From the invader's grafp, and in their pride 
Of vi£lory, jubilant with dance and fong. 
Conftantia look'd, and look'd, but fmiled never ; 
Her ever brilliant eyes gazed onward ever, — 
Not one fide, nor the other ; what fhe heard 
None knew by hearing, — for flie did not fpeak. 
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She breathed as others breathe ; and yet the air 
Gave not her pulfes purpofes of life. 
The while, endowed with art mechanical, 
Her fingers deft the loom woiild nimbly ply 
Or with entrancing pathos touch the lyre ; 
She trod the earth as one of other fphere, 
Whofe thoughts and language are to men unknown. 
She look'd up to the fun, but faw no fun, — 
As 'twere what mortals fee was not to her. 

It is the day of triumph, and the King 
With our Martucci the proceffion led ; 
He had the Liparaean thus proclaimed, — 
'' This noble youth hath Mariabdela faved ; 
Let him henceforth be honoured of you all." 
After the King rode minifters and peers, 
In glittering trappings, blazon'd gorgeoufly, 
Then captives, and the trophies of the fpoil. 

Alathiel, of patrician rank, was grouped 
With noble ladies of the King and court, 
Conftantia by her, as the Moflems, veil'd. 
They faw the Triumph moving from afar 
To the wide area of the palace (bright - 
With gilded domes, and minarets painted o'er), 
Where they were fitting, — for the king had faid 
There, at the clofe, he would the vi6lor crown. 
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Fronting Alathiel's tent the Triumph ftay'd ; 
Martucci Gomito, his vifor down, 
Riding the prime companion of the King : 
Alighting there, the King Martucci brought 
Near to the tent, the vi6ior's wreath upheld, 
Lifted his vifor, next his helmet raifed, 
Bcftow'd the laurel, with loud voice pronouncing, 
*' Lo ! crown for crown, this crown a king doth 
yield." 

Then, through the tent and the furrounding hoft. 
Was heard a cry of joy ineffable ! 
Only one word, " Martucci ! " — Quick, unveil'd, 
Conftantia, fpringing from Alathiel's fide, 
Leap'd to Martucci's neck, and on him hung, — 
Saying, " Martucci ! — I have found my love.*' 
Martucci whifper'd, — ** Yea, in me thy love ! " 
The King advanced, unrufHed, and releafing. 
Surrendered her to dame Alathiel's arms : 
** We will to-morrow fpeak of her to thee." 

Thofe ever-gazing eyes now gazed to fee, — 
With her Martucci feeing — two in one ! — 
To right or left, above, beneath, around. 
Conflantia hail'd the funfhine with delight. 
Saw banners fluttering in the lively breeze. 
Saw foldiers, horfes, and the pageantry ; 
Saw the prifmatic colours of coflumes. 
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The palace fair, — and heard the clarion ring, 
Heard women's voices (of all mufic moft !) 
And oh ! fhe knew of fights and founds moft 

dear, — 
After that waking vifion of Martucci, — 
The lineaments now vocal of Alathiel. 
In her firft hour of joy fhe had outfaid 
All Caraprefa wot not of, — and next, 
** Dear mother, more than mother ! I awoke 
To fee thy face, to fee thee with my mind. 
To know what thou haft done, by grace of God, 
For a poor, lucklefs, ftrange, demented thing— 
My debt too great to reckon in this world ! " 
Alathiel clafp'd her, kifl''d away her tears, 
Saying " Sweet child, — it was by grace of God." 

Henceforth the loves long frozen in her foul 
Well'd like a fount-fpring fuddenly fet free. 
She praifed the fun, extoU'd the bountiful earth, 
And her thankfgiving eyes to God upraifed. 
Alathiel for her cared unceafingly. 
And fpake to her as mother to her child. 
^^ God hath not, dear Conftantia, given to me 
A child of earth, but thee haft fent, of heaven, 
That I (hould know in thee maternal love. 
It is an 2lQl of His beneficence, 
That thou, not mortal of my body born, 
Art as the very offspring of my foul. 
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Have I not fofter*d thee with mother's milk 
Of kindnefs, — fed thee like a cradled babe, 
When by misfortune thou wert babe again?" 
^' Yea, mother ! it is fo, and thou indeed 
Art as the author of my new-born mind. 
(Oh ! firft, own mother ! thee I ever love 
Although thou had ft no pity for my tears). 
Am I not doubly bleft in loving thee 
With love fcarce leffer than my deepeft love ? 
For I have learn'd, by grief, that, lacking love. 
Whatever the gifts, this world is dark and 

drear, — 
A barren wildernefs — nor fight nor found ! 
Withouten love, no glories in the fky, 
Withouten love, no mufic in the air, 
Withouten love, no bloflbms on the mead." 

The King had pride in fweet Conftantia — 
Efteem'd her as a jewel to his crown. 
And even as a daughter to his heart. 
Yet being told the marvellous hiftory, — 
Knowing Martucci would the maiden wed, 
And, wedded, to his native land repair, 
Releafed him, as or friend or prifoner, 
Dower'd him with wealth, and titles adequate, 
And gave his nuptials royal countenance. 

Martucci to Alathiel homage tender'd. 
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One hand to her, and to Condantia one. 
Standing between, he faid, " I love you both ; — 
Shall not I love the faviour of my love ? 
Donna Alathiel, wilt thou with us dwell ?'* 
Alathiel anfwer'd, " Saracen am I ! 
But can I part from her, my fingle child, 
Sent me by Heaven, whereto my duty flows ? 
Yea, I will go ! for, whatfoe'er the wrench. 
Is nought to lofs of my celeftial boon/' 

A day of mourning was it when they went. 
The King much forrowful, — the people fad 
To lofe their champion and miraculous maid. 
For tranfport fafe, the King his beft fhip lent. 
Alathiel, Caraprefa, and the pair, 
Quitted the port, 'mid tears and bleffings rife ; 
iEolus favour'd, and Conftantia fair 
To Lipara return'd, — Martucci's wife. 
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